An Ode To The Odious 


You wear your prison on your face 

Muted lips behind the bars of distance 

Your nose girded up against the stench of corruption 
A veil of tiers conceals levels of deception 

Is it unfiltered air you dread 


Your manacles of latex shackle you as if of steel 
No hands to heal, fingers too numbed to feel 
Bared from touching, a touch elicit 

No laying of hands upon the blighted spirit 

A gauntlet for your fears 


No room for affection amongst infection in the mind 
To think or feel or yearn for interaction being crime 
What crown of thorns invisible 

Creates en mass ever miserable 

There’s nothing sociable about this distance 


No human face to see, no others’ gaze yours unseen 
Wishing for sun upon one’s face, obscene 

There must be a sacrifice upon this alter 

Or is this mortal death just slaughter 

No proof but merely guesses multiplied 


Fear the face of the enemy seen 

The unclad must be unclean 

And that which you may find a puzzle 
To discover you wear their muzzle 

A shroud for the living 


‘Contagion, contagion’ up goes the shout 
‘Community transmission’ theirs’ is no doubt 
High priests in their mantle white 

With magic potion the evil to smite 

Do they drive out or in the demon with a jab? 


To their will you sublimate 

No longer do you congregate 

To implement their master’s theme 
They’ll not hesitate to scheme 

And have you down on bended knee 


And should you realise their plot 

Before the heavens’ run amok 

Unless Mademoiselle guillotine is stopped 
It may be that your head is lopped 

Getting it in the neck rather than the arm 


They’ ll track and trace ‘till there’s nowhere to hide 
A free ranging prey they just can’t abide 

‘Just give us your freedom it’s a small price to pay’ 
“Your safety is our care’ they much like to say 
With a smile or a snarl you’ll know not which 


The Benthamite’s applaud with glee 

Your imprisonment their revelry 

Once and for all no freeman on the loose 

This masquerade hides well your spangled noose 
Panopticon for all but none may see 


And as the flock are stupefied un-moaning 
Wolves are amongst them in sheep’s clothing 
No use bleating, for your shepherd’s asleep 
Becoming prey to the pack for being too meek 
Blood on the grass thicker than dew 
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